56           LIFE ON THE STAGE
and there, in search of the pocket! Suddenly I gave a piercing cry, and bounding into the house, I tore madly up the stairs — too late. The dress lay in the doorway — the pocket was empty! On the floor, with my head against the white-washed wall, I sat with closed eyes. The smell of a musk-plant makes me shudder to this day. I sat there stupidly till dusk; then I crept to my sliver of a bed, and cried, and cried, and sobbed the whole weary, hot night through. Next day I simply could not rise, and so for weeks I dragged heavily up and down the stairs, loathing the very sight of the dining-room, and driven half wild with that never-sleeping craving for ice-cream.
It was purgatory, it was the very tragedy of littleness. And that was my first theatrical vacation.